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list. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying do wne: 

Conic, quicke,quickc, that / may lay my head in thy lap. 

La. Go, ye giddy goofc. 

The mujtcke p/aj es. 

Hot. Now, /pcrceiue the diuell vnderftands Welfli, 

And c’is no maruell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good muficion. 

La. Then mould you be nothing but muficall. 

For you are altogether gouerned by humours : 

Lie ftill, ye thicfe.and heare the Lady fing in Welfln 
Hot , 1 had rather hcarc, lady, my brache howlc in /rifii. 

La. WouJd’ft haue thy head broken/ 

Hot, No. 

La,. Then be (fill. 

Hot. N cither, t’is a womans fault. 

La. Now God helpe thee. 

Hot. To the welftt Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

Hot, Peace, Ihe fings, 

’Here the Ladie frigs a svelfh Song 
Hot, Come, ile haue your fong to. 

La. Not mine in good (both. 

Hot. Not yours in good foothjHart, you fwearc like a comfit* 
makers wife, not you in good footh , and as true as I liue, and as 
God (hall mend me, and as fare as day: 

And giueftfuch farcenet (iiretie for thy oathes. 

As if thou neucr walk’d further then Finsburie. 

Sweare me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leaue,in (both, 

And fuch protefi of pepper ginger bread, 

To veluctgards, and.Sunday Citizens, 

Come, fing, 

La. 1 will not fing. 

Hot. T’is the next way to tume tayler,or be redbreft teacher: 
and the indentures be drawne.ilc away within thefe two homes, 
and fo come in when ye will. Exit. 

Glen , Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as flow, 

As Hot. Lord Percy, is on fire to go: 

By 


Henry the fourth. 

By this, our booke is drawne, wcele but (ealc. 

And then to horfe immediatly, 

TAor. With all my heart. Exeunt. 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and ethers. 

Xing. Lords giue vs lcaue, the Prince of Wales and I 
Mud haue fome priuate conference, but be neere at hand, 
For we (hall prefently haue neede of you. Sxeunt Lords* 

I know not whether God will haue it (b, 

For fome difpleafing feruice I haue done. 

That in his fecret doomc, out of my blood, 

Hce’le breed reuengement and a fcourge for me.* 

But thou doft in the paffages of life, 

Make me beleeue that thou art onely mark’t. 

For the hot vengeance, and the rod of heauen. 

To punifli my miftreadings. Tell meelfc. 

Could fuch inordinate and low defiles. 

Such poore, fuch bare, fuch lewd, fuch meanc attempts. 
Such barren pleafures, rude focictic, 

As thou art matcht withall,and grafted to, r. . 

Accompany the greatneffe of thy blood. If ; 

And hold their leuell with thy princely heart? 

frin. Sopleafe'yourMaieftic, /would /could 
Quit all offences with as cleare excufe, 

As well as I am doubtleffc / can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg’d withail : 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproofc of many tales deuifde, 

Which oft the eare of greatneffe ncedcs muff hearc 
By finding pick-thanks and bale newes- mongers, 

] may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred, and irregular, 

Finde pardon, on my true fubmiflion. 

King. God pardon thee, yet let me wonder, Harry, 

At thy affe&ions, which do hold a wing 
Quite frovv the flight of all thy aunccftors, 

Thy place in counfellthou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy yonger brother is fupplide. 

And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
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